Hail Thee, Festival Day by Perkins, Charles
Answer me when I call to you, 
    my righteous God. 
Give me relief from my distress; 
    have mercy on me and hear my prayer. 
How long will you people turn my glory into shame? 
    How long will you love delusions and seek false gods? 
Know that the Lord has set apart his faithful servant for himself; 
    the Lord hears when I call to him. 
Tremble and do not sin; 
    when you are on your beds, 
    search your hearts and be silent. 
Offer the sacrifices of the righteous 
    and trust in the Lord. 
Many, Lord, are asking, “Who will bring us prosperity?” 
    Let the light of your face shine on us. 
Fill my heart with joy 
    when their grain and new wine abound. 
 In peace I will lie down and sleep, 
    for you alone, Lord, 
    make me dwell in safety. 
-Psalm 4, (NIV translation) 
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I thank my mother, Margaret,  
and the many friends and colleagues  
who have supported me this year. 
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YOU’RE A GOOD MAN, DAVID BLANK 
who smells expensive, cocooned in expensive cotton shirts and comical underwear you do not  
 realize you have outgrown. 
Your skin has the texture of wet sand, but you are redeemed: 
by the caress of your forty-nine year-old tongue that makes my skin wet, and sticky, and warm, 
 like the back of a postage stamp 
before the urchin of your moustache scrapes me with a delicious sharpness, as you feast upon  
 me; 
by the steeliness with which you pull the hair on the back of my neck—cautious aggression— 
 before you aim your frightening grey-blue eyes—pupils widening near eclipse—into  
 mine; 
because you will always put on pants and drive to Walgreen’s in the middle of the night for the  
 box of ice cream that I want to eat in bed, 
or for the red wine I pour into the highball glasses under the TV. 
You are redeemed by the nice hotels; 
by the outrageous amount of money you spent to fly here for my birthday; 
by the finess with which you placed a business card in my hand after our first encounter; 
by that family of yours you said I was going to destroy; 
by the sullen blushing of your face when I found a picture of your children; 
by the passcode of your phone: 1-1-2-2; 
by hearing my dream of a Spanish house; 
by the silence with which you listened to my description of its tall and hostile facade, to protect  
 the real house that can only be seen from the courtyard; 
by the consistent discretion with which you brush your teeth or eat a mint so that I will enjoy the 
 taste of your mouth; 
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by the tightness with which you hold me like I am everything you have and the unquestioning  
 way you let me roll to the other side of bed when I want to sleep; 
by your suggestion that we use a safe word; 
by that pink smile that appears when I scratch your stomach; 
by the flowers you sent to my apartment the day my cast was taken off, when you knew that my  
arm was ready to bear the full weight of my body, thrown like a rag doll, only when I told  
 you, you insisted. 
(20) 
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I. THE MAID 
Here I pick oranges in the courtyard, 
before I find the maid 
 who makes juice for me, 
 will squeeze oranges into my cup. 
I extend an orange in my right hand, and I hold my cup. 
She knows what I mean. 
In the closet abuela has labelled every box for her, 
 and every day I learn two new words: mesa, verde, cuchillo, tenedor. 
 I follow the maid everywhere and recite them 
while she reads the labels in the closet: 
zapatos, brillo, destapador,… 
 while she tries to teach me, 
 quiero jugo de naranja, 
making her voice like the voices 
 in the templo when we are early 
for the English mass— 
 softer and slower. 
(37) 
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II. RAINY SEASON 
The poinsettia bushes near the pool 
sound dry when they move in the rain. 
Before the rain is a good time 
for picking all the limes. 
All the limes are under 
an empty upside-down 
flower pot, behind the giant poinsettias. 
Never to be found. Where are 
all the limes? All the limes 
are mine. Everyone uses 
the limes abuela bought 
to replace the ones I have 
disappeared. Secretly, 
during siesta. I squeeze the limes 
in my water. Secretly I have all the limes. 
My first audience: 
today someone visited to ask 




Her bedroom smells 
like twat. 
She hasn’t showered, 
and she can’t move. 
She doesn’t stop 
ringing that bell 
on the nightstand, screaming 
whenever she wants Lewis 
to get something. She just 
yelled and yelled when 
we had to put her in that 
ridiculous canopy bed. 
EMS finally got to the house 
and said, “That’s a death hazard,” 
which all of us knew. The mattress 
is about five feet off the ground. 
We had to 
set her on the bedside commode 
every couple of hours, 
and she wasn’t wearing any 
underwear. I mean, I get it, 
she can’t. But the way she 
yells if I put my hand 
on the mattress when 
I’m feeding her. I don’t even 
touch her. The bruise is really 
bad. I give her two more 
years. I think that’s all we have 
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left with her. This and Berlin. 
I asked her why 
she wanted me to take her gun 
and the bullets home. 
She loves that gun. 
She even asked me, 
while Lewis and I 
were trying to get her  
out of that stupid bed, 
“Denise, am I dying?” 
“No, mother, not right now,” 
was all I could come up with. 
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III. RAINY SEASON 
Pending whether I am going 
back or staying here, I am 
to be baptized 
in the Roman Catholic Church in Mexico. 
 Oh? 
I am all for 
it; I can see my holy self now. 
My potential godfather, Guillermo 
de la Bologna 
is just home from college 
in Scotland. He speaks 
to me only in Spanish. I must learn: 
mesa, verde, cuchillo, tenedor, 
zapatos, brillo, destapador, 




Do you know who Leopold Stokowski is? 
 Me neither, he’s dead. We just had dinner with his mistress. 
She asked, 
 And how do you like our little town? 
I said I liked it very much. 
 Do you think you will be staying with us? 
I did not know. 
I did not say anything. 
 Has he been going to school? 
We are hoping that once he is baptized 
he will learn the Spanish catechism, 
and then he should understand 
what they say at the school. 
 Are you an intelligent child? 
 Do you like my artichokes? 
Yes—   
 …Natasha, I think it’s time we took Carlitos home. 
 Yes. Why not let him stay with me until nine-thirty? 
Could he watch Fantasia ? 




Every Sunday we have apple pie, 
 or pineapple pie, or whatever we want. 
Fruit is cheap. Abuelo tells me how 
 the first supermarkets in Guadalajara 
had floors of marble. 
 His life stretches from 
1919 to now, from the swimming pool— 
 to the gate that never stays open. 
All of us want to walk across the pieces of glass 
 that sharpen the walls of the house. 
The glass keeps people out, 
 and we want to be standing 
on the Mother Mountains, looking down 




At least I do. My books are spent. 
I read Goren’s New Bridge Complete, 
and abuela is teaching me 
Gregg shorthand. I asked her to. 
I don’t go to school for three hours 
every day like other children. 
No one mentions my skin; my weight 
is what’s interesting. Eighty-five 
pounds at my age. Soon it will  
be Dia de Los Muertos 
and Halloween, and my birthday, 
all in the same week. 
(116) 
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VII. NOVEMBER 4th 
My friend Sofia almost 
drowned at my birthday. 
While everyone was  
singing. She swam too far. 
She does not know how 
to swim. Everyone came 
to the party in their socks 
and underwear. We were 
all eating cake while we 
drip-dried, and abuelo’s 
friend, a Canadian, who 
lives on Lake Chapala 
played the harmonica. 
My father snatched  
Sofia from the pool, 
dropped his cigarette, 
plunged his arm in 
when her mother 
started screaming for 
her, pulled her out, and 
wrapped her in a towel. 
We cut the rest of the  
cake when were done 




MINOR VIETNAMESE PHILOSOPHERS, PARIS 
Minor Vietnamese philosohers want 
 stronger coffee and rice baguettes 
  (the wheat baguettes are 
not appropriately light), 
  visit Marguerite Duras when she is not 
 too hungover, starve 
at the embassy where they have been 
 granted small apartments. The apartments 
  are a courtesy. They lived 
 by publishing self-criticism in Nhân Dân. Those were 
difficult times in the rain forest, waiting 
for more time 
  to unite phenomenology with Marxist philosophy. 
 They have been granted visas 
  here only to receive medical treatment. 
   They have enjoyed the chance 
  to visit their former colleagues, 
 but Merleau-Ponty is dead. And there is no urgent 
purpose to anti-colonialism now. 
 Books are sold outside the same way 
  they have always been, 




Do you want to be a spy—I could I think 
 since everything I did would be for the good 
 of my country. But I see what you mean. 
  My father never read TIME magazine after 
  he came back. After building the Canal 
One time 
he and Mother 
    I wasn’t even a thought yet. 
This was almost in the nineteenth century, Victorian 
times. Mother looked gorgeous 
in this big, beautiful… 
One time he and Mother went to a ball. 
 Someone said all British and American citizens leave now. 
While they were getting in the car 
Mother and Father heard the 
Panamanian forces gunning everyone down. 
 Not really Panamanian forces; Father said TIME made us look too good. 
  My father had many Panamanian friends. 
  This bed is Panamanian mahogany. 




The salmon feeds on herring to grow large; 
remove the sac before the severing of her head; may the skein 
be clear as ice pulled, thin across them all, and may the few 
who collapse gelatinize the strong. A translucence of all 




The success of the brand is a function of natural 
selection. The smell—of cinnamon washed in sweat—tore 
into my skin, into me through my pores, the summer after 
I mastered cursive, and fear of God, watched Mark 
running through a traffic light—the smell of sweat laced with cinammon— 
and was confirmed. The dry rawness of it 
all. The little wheel that can turn and make it larger, smelling 
stronger, growing bigger. It appears to smell as it emerges. 
(196) 
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A GAY, SEVEN-FOOT TALL, SEVENTH-DAY ADVENTIST, THINKING 
you watch my bruised and broken basket-ball  
chippedtoenails read my t-shirts as you look up 
at me grin to say my name or goodnight looking  
at my hair thinking how short it is thinking how 
you would be so careful if you could  
take off my glasses run your fingers through 
it scratch behind my ears and kiss my chest that  
is where your face would land how you are so 
obviously wondering if my chest has hair what 
my belly looks like naked in the sun falling 
on me if my feet drop off the foot of the bed how I 
can tell you measure my freckles and I make sure 
our feet never touch and reach a book or eat food 
or watch TV whatever it is we do and give 
you the best I can which is I can’t let you be sure 
of how much I like your constant nervously joking 
voice to stand in silence when we get the chance 
to stand in silence and what I mean by chance is 
when there is an excuse to stand in silence and in 
the silence how I think about saying it and taking  
care of everything and stopping this and then not 
having this and what might happen and how bad  
it could be before long and how you are wanting 
to look at my messed up toenails from the injury 
and make sure I’m okay and how I’d love that and I 
need time and you seem to know that we’re here and 
isn’t it great so let’s stay and you seem to understand 
and just give me another minute. 
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DANGEROUS AND FROZEN RAIN 
Slow, unobserved, 
unceasing your blood ran. 
I waited years for you 
to bleed where you were 
unknown; to know. 
I wished by accident. 
I did not stop 
your death on my day. 
Your skin—Sorry, 
I have to—was pale as snow. 
But, maybe 
that line is not so bad, 
if I mean sleet, if I mean 
dangerous and frozen rain. 
I did not bring you— 
like your God took you 
from the Earth—closer to me. 
I only dreamed 
by accident. If only 
I could ever bring you 
here again and leave you. 
Know I 
would, and know 
I am truly ashamed. 
(248) 
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SPACE MEDICINE, 1942 
Dr. Hubertus Strughold, the chief scientist of aerospace medicine at Brooks AFB, predicts the 
metric system will definitely be adopted in the United States during the decade of the 70s. 
Strughold said Monday night, as he spoke at a joint meeting of the San Antonio branch of the 
American Society of Civil Engineers, the Texas Society of Civil Engineers and the Texas Society 
of Professional Engineers at Luby’s Cafeteria on Fredericksburg Road, that soon the entire world 
would be “metricated.” “The mentality of the man on the street and the housewife has been the 
biggest hindrance to a changeover to the metric system,” he said. 
Published in the San Antonio Light—January 9, 1973 
Finding the time of use, of 
consciousness. Rascher showed us 
how, told us not that in that 
wetness one can feel it all 
without thinking: the shock of 
such extreme pain; know the shock. 
That is, to feel to feel not. 
To feel not to feel. The carp, 
or the Arctic cisco in 
Aquarium Berlin. I 
hope one begins to feel not 
what one has been forever. 
Be as specimen at home. 
Finding the time of use, of 
thinking without a little 
air to breath or a will to  
emerge from such cold water. 
How long one can think and fly. 
How does this all not prove that 
they are one too. And we are 
to feel not to feel. The carp 
go forth, swimming just as birds 
and, thinking not of water, 
move as if never searching 
for but finding, using it. 
They exist, are falling. And 
their eggs, dancing barely there. 
Thinking without a little 
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demand that we impress, and 
without idea, or meaning, 
or self. Carp seem not to mind. 
And we think that we may say 
a mind is fish. How we can. 
I read that our submarines 
go forth, swimming just as birds; 
all is wanted from us now. 
What is expendable is 
also needed, and now it 
must be taken, all of it, 
spreading farther toward the Sun. 
So we will. The moon is a 
demand—that we impress and 
hold all, let it breathe and die. 
To feel not to feel, the carp 
go forth, swimming just as birds, 
thinking without a little 
demand that we impress. And 
finding the Time (of use of 




from a heart attack from eating steak 
and ice cream and ribs every day. You’ll have 
to raise these kids. I remember my father 
eating shirtless. He taught 
his Chinese wife to cook for him 
with grease and Old Bay. My father’s 
father is 95. His 75 year-old wife 
makes him one martini every night. 
My grandfather had his last child at 56. 
He was in excellent health. 
My half brother jumped on top of his piano. 
My half brother was a holy terror. 
And Jojo was pregnant again. 
My father’s father’s 75 year-old wife 
told me the littlest one is calmer, 
doesn’t look as Chinese. I’m concerned 
he won’t make it, because the big one  
is a biter.  
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DREAM 
On your estate, I was a kind of intellectual guest— 
in the early twentieth century way— 
and there was hang-gliding. 
AM radio waves would pick the wings up 
when the sun was out, and I spent my days 
tuning the radio and letting the wind rise me. 
My hang glide was little and made out of thin, black tarp, 
it was basically an umbrella. And my hands would grow sore 
from holding onto it as the wind dragged me up near the sun 
My knuckles would get red—and I would switch my AM 
radio to a fuzzy station, so that I could descend. 
I landed, walked back to the hut and asked  
the young man in the hang-gliding hut, 
“How is that you wear these wings, so that your hands do not grow tired 
as you are flying closer and closer to the sun?” 
And he explained that his hands were strong, 
but that also he knew how to hang his wrists  
over the handlebars, cautiously, so they would not slide out. 
This he told me, would provide seconds  
of nervewracking rest. It did 
and all was perfect sky. 
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EASTER MORNING 
All the hail the resurrection of our savior! 
In complete darkness, I roll over, naked. 
Crumbs of food shift around in the creases 
of my gut: chips, a cold, watery, quesadilla. 
All spread on the floor. No one came back 
from the dead. I start walking outside, to smoke 
and take this in; I am another Julian of Norwich. 
No, the world is not a walnut. What vision 
have I had? I have no pain, have heard no 
voice, have seen no vision. My sweaty  
room, the trashcan near the radiator. 
I can’t turn it off. The smell of hibachi, nachos, 
used condoms. No one came back  
from the dead. Making my way down 
the stairs, I stop to use the bathroom. 
I pee standing up. I do not shake my cock 
enough times; a trickle of urine stains my khakis. 
I march to the outside. 
No one came back from the dead. 
No one can come back from the dead.  
We’re here, we’re gonna die, get used to it. 
It’s time to make some Lipton sweet tea. 
I fill the bottom third 
of my glass with delicious sugary sand 
before I find water to make 
an oasis of delicious nectar, a miracle 
of Nazi science. All hail Operation Paperclip! 
All hail the resurrection of our savior! 
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LENT I 
O God, make spede to save me, 
Answere, 
O Lorde, make haste to helpe me. 
Prieste, 
Glorye be to the father, and to the sonne: and to the holy 
ghost. As it was in the beginning, is now: and ever shall be, 
worlde without ende. Amen.  Prayse ye the lorde. 
 And from Easter t 
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LENT II 
ter that, Magnificat anima mea dominum in Englishe, as foloweth. 
maginifie the lorde hath rejoyced in God my savioure. 
For he hathe ed the lowelinesse of hys handemaiden. 
For beholde from henceforth all gene  blessed. 
For he that is mightye h 
ath magnified me, and ho 




t feare him throughoute al gener 
acions. 
He hath shewed strength with hisscatered the proude in the imaginacion of    
their hartes.down the mightie from their seate: and hat exalted the humble and meeke. 




For myne iyes have sene thy salvacion. 
Whiche thou haste prepared, before the face of a 
ll they people; 
To be a lyght for to lighten the Gentiles: and to bee the glorye of  
thy people of Israel. 
Glorye be to the father 
!28
LENT Vecond Collecte at Evensong 
O God from whom all holy desyres, all good counsayles,Geve  
unto thy servauntes that peace, which the world cannot geve, that both our hartes maye be sette 
to obey thy commaund 
ementes, and also that by thee, we being defended from the feare of oure enemies, may passe 
oure time in rest and quietnessehrou 
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LENT VI 
Come lette us syng unto the Lorde: lette us hartely reioyce in the strengthe of oure   
 salvacion. 
Let us come before his presence with thankesgeving: and shewe oure selfe glad in hym   
with Psalmes. 
For the Lord is a great God: and a great kyng above all goddes. 
In his hande are all the corners of the yearth: and the strength of the hylles is his also. 
The sea is his, and he made it: and his handes prepared the drye lande. 
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LENT VII 
O come, let us worship and fall downe: and kneele be-fore the Lorde oure maker. 
For he is (the Lord) oure God: and we are the people of his pasture the shepe of handes. 
To daye, yf ye wyll heare his voyce, harden not your hartes: as in the provocacion, and as in  
the date of tempacion in the wildernes. 
When your fathers tempted me: proved me, and sawe my workes. 
Fourtye yeares long was I greved with this generacion, and saved: it is a people that do erre in  
 their hartes: For they have not knowen my wayes. 
Unto whom I sware in my wrath: that they shoulde not entre into my rest. 
Glory be to the father, and the the sonne: and to the holy ghost. As it was in the beginnyng is  
 nowe, and ever shalbe: worlde without end. Amen. 
Whosoever will be saved: before all thinges it is necessarye that he holde the Catholyke fayth. 
Whiche sayth except every one dooe kepe holy and undefyled: without doubt he shal perishe  
 everlastingly. 
And the Catholike faith is this: that we worship one God in Trinitie, and Trinitie in unitie 
Neyther   es: nor devidyng the substaunce. 
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LENT VIIIs 
   one prsone of the father, another of the sonne and an other of the holy gost. 
But the godhead of the father of the sonne, and of the holy Goste, is all one: the lorye equall,  
 the maiestie coeternall. 
Such as the father is, suche is the sonne, and suche is the holy gost. 
The father uncreate, the sonne uncreate: and the holy gost uncreate. 
The father incomprehensible, the sonne incomprehensible, and the holy gost    
 incomprehensible. 
The father eternall, the sonne eternall: and the holy gost eternall. 
And yet they are not three eternalles: but one eternall. 
And also there be not three incomprehensibles, nor three uncreated: but one uncreated, and  
 one incomprehensible. 
So lykewyse, the father is almyghtie, the sonne almightie, and the holy gost almightie. 
And yet are they not three almyghtyes: but one almightie. 
So the father is God, the sonne God: and the holye gost God. 
And yet are they not three Goddes: but one God. 
So lykewise the father is Lord, the sonne Lord: and the holy gost Lorde. 
And yet not three Lordes: but one Lorde. 
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LENT IX 
So are we forbidden by the Catholike religion: to say there be three goddes, or three lordes. 
The father is made of none: neyther created nor begotten. 
The sonne is of the father alone: not made nore created, but begotten, 
The holy gost is of the father and of the sonne: neythermade nor created, nor begotten, but  
 proceding. 
So there is one father, not three fathers; one sonne, not three sonnes: one holy gost, not three  
 holy gostes. 
And in thys trinitie n                         one is afore nor after other: none greater nor lesse than other. 
But the whole three persones: be coeternall together and coequall. 
So that in all thinges, as it is aforesayd: the unitie in trinities and the trinitie in unitie is to be  
 wurshipped. 
Be therefore that will bee saved: must thus thinke of the trinitie. 
Furthermore, it is necessary to everlasting salvacion: that he also beleve ryghtly in the   
 inc 
For the ryght fayth is that we beleve and confesse: that our Lorde Jesus Christe the sonne o 
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LENT X 
God of the substaunce of the father, begotten before the worldes, and man of the    
substaunce of his mother, borne in the worlde. 
Perfecte God, and perfecte man: of a resonable soule, and humayne fleshe subsisting 
Equall to the father as touchyng his Godhead: and inferior to the father touchyng his manhoode. 
Who although he be God and man: yet he is not two, but one Christe. 
One, not by convrsion of the Godhead into flesh; but by takyng of the manhoode into God; 
One altogether, not by confusion of substaunce: but by unitie of person. 
For as the reasonable soule and fleshe is one man: So God and man is one Christe. 
Who suffered for oure salvacion: defended into hell, rose agayne the third daye from the dead. 
He ascended into heaven he sytteth on the right hand of the father, God almighty: from whence  
he shall come to iudge the quicke and dead. 
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LENT XI 
At whose commyng all men shall ryse agayne with theyr bodyes: and shall geve accompt of  
 they owne workes. 
And they that have done good, shall goe into everlastyng: and they that have done evyll into  
 everlastyng fyre. 
This is the Catholyke faythe: whiche excepte a man beleve faythfully, he cannot be saved. 
Glory be to the father and to the sonne, etc. 
As it was in the begynnyng, &c. 
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IN FRONT OF THE POST OFFICE 
Into the asphalt, after the police tased her daughter, 
they were pressing her. They were putting her in  
handcuffs. She screamed, “Is somebody getting this?  
It was Palm Sunday. It was not yet one AM. 
Everyone was drunk. Someone  
filmed it. Everyone else watched. 
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THE PROTESTANT CEMETERY 
And here I can be 
in death, on Johnston Street. 
Far from the Cathedral, my baptism. 
How do they even get inside. 
And it makes me wonder 
if it’s worth it—eternity in a sunbaked 
parking lot and no visitors, 
for some principles, personal 
principles, mine. 
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DUSTING MY HUMMEL FIGURINES 
They are fragile; May I never want more  
   revenge than to take a damp  
   washclothand, wipe  
   the dust from a forehead. 
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ANDREW 
is literally the most attractive man in the world. 
He has red, flaxen hair. No one else does. 
It curls in ringlets, of course. 
His eyes are blue like Windex. 
Andrew has the body of a benevolent god: 
long, wirey, muscular limbs adorned with the fat of a cupid. 
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DEVOTION, UPON MY BROKEN RIGHT WRIST 
Although it has tented my skin for hours, brought mummification 
and the beginning of my ambidextrous season, no one 
has seen the bone, and no one may see the bone. Even 
though it has almost healed, it no longer 
subscribes to the human musculoskeletal Church, in which I neglected 
it, allowed it the crack of full separation—broken, twisted 
as a thick piece of rope, or a branch, or moist plank. It is a conscientious 
objector. Since the penalty for open dissent is amputation, in my body that is truly a temple of  
 the Holy Sprit, it still partakes 
of cutting meat with a knife and drinking wine, of flossing, brushing, pulling 
one end of my shoelace by the aglet, to adorn my feet with a delicious tightness so that I may  
 always walk in delight. 
I cannot refuse its essence—an instrument of mine for the glorification of Christ. 
It cannot refuse, but it can fail, and so I have wept at night in the failure of my drugs. 
They let me hear it, mutely—screaming in the disgust of my failure to let my right wrist worship 
 God. 
I was only made to be an organist. The purity of my heart is insufficient to adore God by   
 anything 
of my blasphemous mouth or the Satanic parade that I have given 
full dominion of my brain. My wrist knows what it must do, and it stifled under cardboard,  
 cotton,  plastic, for seven weeks; refused to pick up even a book, without screaming as if I 
 were holding it to a stove; has tried 
to gaslight me; left me, trying to sleep, desperate to know if its disparate 
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parts were aligned; sloughed off a mass of sweat, hair, and skin that formed a cheese through  
 the interior of my cast. And rightly so, for I 
have made it into an instrument that produces blasphemy, pleasures undeserving men whom I  
 will never love, fails to produce the music it was created for, and broken it in pieces. 
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THE UNRETRIEVED TYPEWRITER 
They all know it 
makes more sense to build a kite& 
set it  free 
 at the ocean. So long 
Good on him, not bringing me 
home.   So long 
to the impossible challenge. Every possible  
thing is already  
potentially existing. I bear the pounding 
of chimps and my 
platen knows the slap&spank 
of a hearse ribbon winding out  
     and  
    stopping 
when it’s over when my spool jumps half a step 
and retracts 
before the hammers are back   
back at that last 
dried-out still black inkless half an inch 
of cotton that belabors  
me—novel&extinct. If he feigned a little harder 
 no natural end to this exercise: 
What is the difference between one poem and another poem? 
What is the difference between one ant     and another ant    ? 
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IF I DIDN’T HAVE TO WRITE POEMS 
I would bring you a cup of coffee 
in the morning, before I tip-toed 
to my sound-proof room at the back 
of the house, whose double doors 
closed right, then left. And long after 
you had brushed your teeth and combed 
your hair, I would be crouching there, 
I would be writing “Boom Boom (Let’s Go 
Back to My Room),” more or less. I would 
smoke out my morning over an electric  
piano. I would give you a gold record.  
I could stop wondering about how to  
write the mustang’s jawbone that my father 
brings to me from an acre of cat-tails 
in my first memory. I would throw it away. 
I could really be shallow intentionally. 
I would learn the number of times  
the same sound can run before it is stale. 
I could make musical volcanic ash 
and throw it on all of the fucking world. 
All of it is going to be a big joke 
that I have with myself. You will have 
suspicions that are too small for words. 
They will percolate in the back of your brain 
so quietly you won’t know they are there. 
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HOARD 
I tore a sheet 
of notebook paper 
every day in the tenth grade 
in half 
and then in half again 
and then into little 
squares 
I put handfuls in my pockets. 
I walked on my feet, rising the same 
distance from the ground, 
like a metronome in the sun, until I pulled the pieces out and threw them away 
I loathe to throw out food. 
 Now and then, to be safe 
I let some go.  
For dinner, tonight, 
  I had the mozzarella sticks from our vacation 
  
 to Virginia Beach and some old chicken salad 
on wilted lettuce. When I was dating Tom, 
   I told him about the dreams. Of the house 
  that I never had to leave. He said 
  he thought that meant I was really smart. 
Not smart enough to be organized. Another sign, 
 another mark of genius. Once, I gave  
800 of our books to the library. All he said was why. 
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I bought most of them back 
at a library sale. Tom’s existence 
is pretty much a library sale. 
I can’t clean if we don’t go to church. 
I want to bind everything I think in a plastic jacket. 
Once Dad took everything away. It helped 
 for a couple months. Tom wants to use grandmother’s quilts 
in the trunk. He can make me anxious. The quilts are priceless, 
and cold, useless. Since grandmother died, 
no one knows how to cut up a dress. 
All I can do is change the mothballs. 
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THE HOMOEROTIC SCIENCE-FICTION HORROR SHORT STORY 
Because I wanted  
to watch the men walking, I ate  
there. Their shirts were tucked in. 
I stuck  
my cast under the table next  
to most of my body. Suicide  
must taste like cottage cheese.  
Cottage cheese  
on a salad. Cottage  
cheese and shredded  
carrots on a bed of romaine lettuce.  
Beets, sunflower seeds, raisins,  
vinaigrette. Tastes like no one  
sees you. One of the men  
will unwind my cast—as a joke— 
and I will slice myself  
into cold cuts. One of the men  
will enjoy me in his sandwiches. I will  
cut my leg into slices for him.  
I can sharpen my pencils  
with my pocket knife, and I  
can whittle away at my leg until I am  
scraping sawdust from my tibia.  
The noise and the dust  
will bother one of the men.  
He will move my arm, so that I start  
carving my thigh. It doesn’t hurt,  
I am in bodily shock, the numbness  
of sudden pain. I am getting smaller.  
The cast is gone. The cast has been unwound.  
There is no meat in my broken, unused arm.  
I apologize to one of the men,  
and he pats my hair.  
I ask him if he wants my hair.  
He seems unsure, so I start pulling it out.  
I am getting smaller. The men run  
up and down the cafeteria. 
The men take 
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my eyes. They toss them 
back and forth. I am smaller.  
I am back and forth. Smaller.  
I am up and down. I am  
the dust and the noise. 
One of the men 
will keep me. He palms  
one lump of my fat.  
He shakes  
a trash bag out in the air,  
and it billows like a trash bag.  
He decides that is how  
he will get me home.  
He drops another handful of my fat  
in the bag. It hits  
the bottom of the bag and pulls  
all of it vertical, taut. For a long time  
there is something pendulous  
about the way the bag moves— 
empty, swinging, with a small heap  
of my flesh  
nesting in the bottom.  
I take up one bag  
as a whole; in pieces  
I take three.  
The other men  
pack all of it in for Tommy.  
Tommy is the man  
who has decided to keep me.  
The men  
help each other.  
I see Tommy’s friends  
pack my eyes 
into the top  
of the third trash bag. 
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With diligence  
and a vast amount of money— 
but money is really no object— 
Tommy invented a solution.  
The solution is 
three parts zinc and one part my blood.  
The solution is three parts zinc and  
all of the blood which remained  
in the bottoms of the trash bags of me.  
Of course, the solution  
was Tommy’s ultimate discovery.  
There was a lot  
of hard work along the way.  
My body, although my driver’s  
license does not bear the insignia 
of an organ donor, was  
a harrowing scientific romp.  
I was sorted into piles.  
My skin and my organs  
were catalogued, measured,  
and placed in vacuum-sealed bags.  
They were frozen.  
My bones were washed  
with acetic acid, and they were dried  
in the sun. Tommy worked  
relentlessly. God Bless Tommy.  
My eyes, in fact,  
were processed first. They were,  
after all, at the top  
of one of the bags.  
Tommy washed them  
in a mild brine before  
injecting them with a marbleizing agent.  
Tommy does  
not hang diplomas in the lab,  
where my eyes are marbleizing.  
I have no way of knowing  
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if he is in fact a scientist  
or an alchemist. It will have to  
suffice if I say that he is a genius. 
The solution was used to create  
a battery that allows my body  
to operate as a pachinko or  
pinball machine. It is also an elixir  
of immortality. Tommy invites  
the men over and they  
can put pinballs  
into my mouth or ass,  
and then coins come out  
of my mouth or ass. Complications 
arise. I contemplate  
mutiny.  
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HAIL THEE, FESTIVAL DAY 
On Easter, Sunday, April 5, 2015  
I took Communion at the Chapel  
of the Cross. This 
is the most recent  
specific time  
I can remember  
taking  
communion. Unfortunately, 
I do not  
have any specific  
memory of taking Communion  
for the first 
time. The date  
of my first Communion 
is unknown. This  
causes me  
tremendous anxiety whenever  
I take Communion.  
On Easter  
Sunday, April 5,  
2015, the nave  
was full, and therefore 
I had to sit  
just outside  
the Chapel's front doors.  
The building  
of the chapel 
cast a cold shadow  
over the lawn where  
folding chairs had been  
placed for late 
parishioners. As the service  
continued, 
those of us sitting  
outside moved our  
chairs farther and  
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farther away from the 
chapel into the sun,  
where we could be 
warm enough to sit still  
and listen to the 
service, whose sounds  
came to us from the  
sacristy. I could easily have  
chosen to remain in  
my seat and avoided 
taking Communion. However,  
it seemed 
that was not  
the appropriate thing 
to do. I also considered  
crossing my 
hands over my  
chest in order to receive 
a blessing from the priest,  
but not actually  
take Sacraments. This 
is what I have  
to do now whenenver I 
attend services at  
the Cathedral of St. 
John the Evangelist  
in Lafayette,  
Louisiana, where I  
was baptized on  
April 4, 1993. This  
baptism was shortly  
after my birth and was  
necessary to avoid 
the possibility  
that 
I would end up  
in hell or purgatory. 
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I have not 
been in a state of  
spirit in which 
I can receive Catholic  
Communion. This 
is why I pray, that this will sort itself 
out. However, 
I think that  
it is possible 
that the Episcopal Church,  
could, potentially, be  
in Communion, someday, with 
Rome, about 500 years  
after my death, 
and, therefore, I  
can take some solace 
in receiving Communion  
there. I am 
completely aware that this 
seems underthought, 
justification for not making  
penance.  
The pre-Socratic  
philosopher Parmenides 
explained to us that  
what-is cannot 
be divisible, cannot  
move, cannot qualitatively 
change, and cannot come into  
or out of being. I think  
of Easter Sunday, 2002— 
My grandmother took a  
prayerbook and  
presented it to me.  
Using a pen to write 
the date of my first  
Communion in its  
front pages. It is a tiny  
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black Catholic 
prayer book that I love  
very much. It was 
printed in the 1970s. It  
contains pictures 
of a recently-built  
Vatican II Catholic 
church with all the  
modern trappings, such 
as wall-to-wall carpeting  
and abstract glass 
windows. This 
I think shows  
that I did made  
some kind of 
effort, and gives my claim, 
that I did 
not leave the Church,  
but the Church, in 
fact, left me, just  
a little bit of bite, 
if we consider, as well,  
that I do make 
an effort to receive  
Communion at the  
next-best-thing, which  
is the Chapel of 
the Cross. This 
is what my mother did  
as well. After her divorce  
from my father which occured  
a few months after my baptism, 
in 1994. She, not  
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wanting to be a single,  
divorced woman in the 
Roman Catholic Church. 
The Cathedral of All Souls 
in Biltmore Forest. This community is  
now the most expensive  
suburb of Asheville.  
Vastly suprassing, the much  
less expensive, 
but nonetheless older and more  
exclusive North  
Asheville,  
which continues 
to exist, having  
its own Country Club 
and convenient closeness  
to the Grove 
Park Inn, doing fine, thank  
you, on its own. I find 
this petty rivalry  
between the upper-classes 
of a small city  
to be interesting and 
entertaining. Although,  
I cannot say whether 
it has had a constructive  
influence on the  
different Episcopal churches  
of Asheville. 
Although there is  
no outright class hostility 
in the parish, it is somewhat  
awkward that the parish  
Cathedral is located in Biltmore  
Village and not  
the town  
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proper. Although I think  
I have made this 
too much of a point already. 
This 
is the fulfilment 
of the contract with 
my patron, the university. 
I do not plan 
to write any more 
poetry after these 
two-hundred and 
fifty lines. I can 
only become more self-conscious 
now, here, in this sentence, 
telling you this 
is it--the stretch, 
the final two-hundred and 
fifty lines. Parmenides... 
This 
is the point of the poem that 
this 
is all congealed together and it 
doesn't divide anywhere or change 
qualitately and that is why this 
is so long and ugly, we cannot 
look at anything in isolation  
so I hope you  
understand the object 
of this 
exercise is really only  
to finish my project and get  
a feel for the 
four-dimensional worm  
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that we all 
belong to. While my  
upbringing in the 
Episcopal church was  
spiritually fulfilling, and  
not such a radical 
departure from Catholicism  
that I was forced  
to grow up feeling like 
I had somehow divorced  
myself from the  
Church, it was somewhat  
inconvenient 
and uncomfortable, especially  
days I spent with the Catholic side  
of my family, when I  
had to cross my arms 
when I went up to  
receive communion in the  
Cathedral. There is this 
one question that keeps me awake 
at night: are the tremendous feelings 
of estrangement and guilt  
that I feel 
proof to some degree that I am  
still somewhat in  
Communion with the Church.  
My sophomore-year roommate, whose 
father teaches at an Opus Dei  
high school, would say yes. That this 
is exactly what those feelings prove. 
I am inclined to think this 
is what he would  
say, because, he 
pointed out to me  
earlier, that Catholicism  
is pretty much like race 
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just as real and  
inescapable, not, at 
its core, a choice, and I  
think he is 
right, unfortunately for me. 
My baptism  
and my multiple  
fake communions--oh  
yes, I forgot to mention this: 
my unofficial "in the family"  
possibly highly  
blasphemous First  
Communion with the  
black prayer book was not  
the first time I took sacraments  
in a Catholic Church.  
Earlier, when I  
was with my mother. For  
some reason, 
I cannot remember why, we  
attended the 
Basilica of St. Lawrence  
in Asheville. This 
might have been worse, if  
the other 
First Communion was an act  
of blasphemy. The chalice-bearer  
asked my mother, "Does 
he receive?" gesturing  
toward me, her 
six year-old son. I  
do not remember this 
exchange. I was  
preoccupied then 
staring at the largest  
freestanding elliptical  
dome in North America which 
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is the dome of the  
Basilica of St. Lawrence 
which was designed in 1905 by  
Rafael Guastavino 
Guastavino was born  
in Valencia, Spain, in 1842.  
He died in 1908 in Asheville 
about three years after the basilica 
was finished. During his  
illustrious career 
he developed this 
fireproof tile  
arching system 
that covers most  
of the interiors 
of public buildings  
in the eastern 
United States that were 
built during the 19th century.  
In New York City alone 
his tilework can be  
found in Grand Central 
Station, Grant's Tomb,  
Carnegie hall, the 
American Museum of Natural  
History, Congregation Emanu-El,  
and St. Bartholomew's 
Episcopal Church. The dome  
of the basilica 
of St. Lawrence  
in Asheville is reputed 
to be the largest free-standing 
elliptical dome in North America.  
It is 58 by 82 feet.  
I was staring at this 
dome when the chalice bearer asked my mother 
if I could take Communion. The first time 
I took sacraments in the Roman Catholic 
church was this-- 
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this seeming act of blasphemy  
that was 
in truth, an honest  
answer to  
the chalice-bearing-woman's  
question, “Does 
he receive?" I did  
receive. I received 
Keep in mind  
all of these churches 
I am leaping from and to are 
all the outcomes  
of the construction 
of the Biltmore Estate. 
The architects arrived 
and used their spare time  
to design these buildings for  
parishioners, and that 
is why the city of Asheville  
contains the minor basilica. 
Congealed mess that  
cannot be divided, cannot 
be moved, cannot change qualitatively,  
cannot separate me from  
my mother Church, cannot 
come into being or  
out of being. I dress well 
like an Episcopalian. I call  
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the services mass 
because that is what I  
want them to be and this 
term, the term mass is not totally  
out of use 
in the High Church. I  
want to come 
back, I want to  
be at the top of the indivisible 
foam that is here for you to  
read about in this, 
rather than where this, 
is taking us deep down in  
its undergirth 
I would rather be on  
the froth, going 
to mass, not writing  
poetry, not dealing 
with this 
total absolute  
that one goes deeper  
into when one seeks  
to escape. This 
is the truth. And you 
have doubtless noticed that  
I have not 
even discussed  
what-it-is, what-is-this 
ultimate unending  
thing I cannot get 
out of that I ask to  
include me 
to let me come into the Church  
rather than being 
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wedged into it over and over again through 
its unavoidable constitution of the 
absolute. 
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